AFTERNOON

I thought his report the best we'd had for some time,,"
said Crowder. He spoke like a dealer whose wares
had been impugned. He had been summoned from the
judicial unimpassioned atmosphere of the counting-house
to defend from the abuse of a customer the humble
assistant behind the counter.

*' No, fat boy, it was lacking in optimism," Waterlow
jeered. " A good agent tells you that a lack of coffee and
contraceptives among the Turks will make them sue for
peace in less than a month. The fighting arras, fat boy,
are always thirsting for an intellectual tonic. That is
what the secret service is intended to provide. That, and
a little mild mental recreation from the stern realities of
war. I think I'll send the V.A. that report on conditions
in Sofia from Number 33, who stung us for fifty pounds
and never stepped outside his own front-door. He was as
optimistic as a joke in Punch"

" If I ever catch that blighter, Commander W,"
Crowder declared. " If I catch him, I'll . . . well,
I'll . . ." He thumped with clenched fist the flaccid
hollow of his pink palm.

" I'm sure you will, Crowder. But you can settle
that when you do catch him. Meanwhile, will you
kindly direct your energy and your good intentions to
that last undecyphered telegram ? We've got to be down
at Number Ten presently to collect the day's reports.
I'll write a letter to the V.A. while you're doing it, and
you can type it out to-night when you've finished off the
other stuff. You'll want to be free to-morrow morning
in case there's anything urgent in the Bag which must
be answered before the Messenger leaves again."

Crowder reassured his, chief with one of those bland
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